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IN all the village of Ratherpur
The prettiest girl by a mile Was Chittu, the swineherd's daughter fair. She was tall and slim and as wild as a hare
And she wore a bewitching smile.
She was scarcely sixteen years of age, And 'twas getting a positive scandal
That still she should unwedded be;
Tet the suitors who came all seemed to agree She was hardly worth the candle.
For the swineherd had nothing but pigs to give,
And pigs are not much of a lure. So in spite of her smile and her raven curls, There was no demand for dowerless girls
In the village of Ratherpur.
And to make the matter a great deal worse,
The maiden had lost her heart To Larki L41, the village gallant, Who for charming of snakes had a marvellous talent.
Being quite an adept in the art.